The George Sand-

without looking after one's property; one will have to spend
several hours a day fussing over one's income. Charming! I
continue to fuss over my novel, and I shall go to Paris when I
reach the end of my chapter, towards the middle of next month.

And whatever you suspect, no "lovely lady" comes to see me.
Lovely ladies have occupied my mind a good deal, but have
taken up very little of my time. Applying the term anchorite
to me is perhaps a juster comparison than you think.

I pass entire weeks without exchanging a word with a human
being, and at the end of the week it is not possible for me to
recall a single day nor any event whatsoever. I see my mother
and my niece on Sundays, and that is all. My only company
consists of a band of rats in the garret, which make an infernal
racket above my head, when the water does not roar or the
wind blow. The nights are black as ink, and a silence sur-
rounds me comparable to that of the desert. Sensitiveness is
increased immeasurably in such a setting. I have palpitations
of the heart for nothing.

All that results from our charming profession. That is what
it means to torment the soul and the body. But perhaps this
torment is our proper lot here below?

I told you, didn't I, that I had reread Consudo and the
Comtesse de Eudolstadt; it took me four days. We must dis-
cuss them at length, when you are willing. Why am I in love
with Siverain? Perhaps because I am of both sexes.

XLIV.    To GUSTAVE-FLAUBERT ET CROISSET

Nohant, 15 January, 1867

Here I am at home, fairly strong except for several hours
during the evening. Yet, that will pass. The evil or he who
endures it, my old cure used to say, can not last. I received
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